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of barges go from me slowly out of sight. The people
were black animalculse by day, clustering, collecting,
dispersing; by night they were phantom face-specks
coming, vanishing, stirring obscurely between light
and shade.

I recall many hours at my desk in that room before
the crisis came, hours full of the peculiar happiness of
effective strenuous work. Once some piece of writing
went on, holding me intent and forgetful of time until
I looked up from the warm circle of my electric lamp
to see the eastward sky above the pale silhouette of
the Tower Bridge, flushed and banded brightly with
the dawn.

424